[Chorus]
The riddle of The Game is like
A riddle of minutes gone same
As a riddle, a pain altogether is muddled the same

[Verse 1]
Through the riddle of time losers been a majority
Riddle them off another kind of authority
Riddle them a grip still luxin
Riddlin keys that fill discussion
On thirty, thru ten, thru life during a bid
Plus children in the night lift lids
To rummage thru yo crib, a riddle to ask
Body parts (Seven) they come in the aftermath like Kazikaz or in Berry
'92 spiders that hit Atlanta on Perry some clashes
With bloods and the cach's
Alliances, confidences between snubs and stashes
Just 'cause southside play K
And that clock just better than a AK one plus 2-3-
Parties happen just to see runaways, a partay a minute
And ten of those to win it, think, that's one Eleventh Ave
with them gray-gooses flown like Cinco de Mayo
Lost in my low in the pharaoh building
A check of they appearance couldn't see the them golds
Thakin, '86 with the Marc
The East Point trade rulers with they niggaz from DeKalb
A nitroglycerin that holds armor Vanitygarten got no squadron
Away to mic a device like Finn Mickey
golfing "Big by 20" the equation backward to the industry
The powers that be, betray them
The calculis is flora


[Chorus]
Of the riddle of The Game is like
A riddle of minutes gone the same
A riddle, a pain altogether is muddled the same again

[Verse 2]
Riddles of your life luck disturb its dull outcome
Feelings only elevate its horrible reportings
Evidence you only seen yo orbit on chartings
Just to ride thru stars another moons being started
If Ken's fingers in the thick of 40-8 better seas
Get afloat to its breeze as the gump measuring 3
Going three, in three, bobbing like buggin "What Me?"
Going three, in three, bombing and bugging for the P
But thats another riddle
The Game: its followers, enemies, they worship it still